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Summary: : AU a€" In which war leaves Robb bitter and numb. 

Robb/OC 


the noblest king 

* *Disclaimer : Anything taken from the GOT universe belongs to the 
brilliant George R. R. Martin.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Prologue<p> 

The joyous sounds of celebration echoing through the halls of 
Winterfell faded as the young monarch trudged back to his chambers. 
The halls, dark, quiet and empty, seemed to reflect on how he was 
feeling inside. No matter how many times his friends or family 
attempted to procure any semblance of happiness, their tries failed 
to unburden the weight on his heart. 

Upon entering his room Robb flung the bronze circlet upon his desk. 
The metal hitting hard against the carven wood. Forged by the smiths 
of Riverrun, their craftsmanship clearly shone in the carvings of the 
runes of the First Men, Robb wanted nothing more the throw the 
blasted thing back into the fire from which it was created. To see it 
reduced to nothing but a pool of liquefied bronze. Maybe then would 
his heart be at peace. 

Tonight a feast was held as the anniversary of the liberation of the 
North, a commemoration for their triumphs and victories. 

Only the victories and triumphs could never compensate for the loss. 
Yes, he did have a kingdom, but what did he have to show for it? 

The decapitated head of his father burned behind his eyelids, 
flashing before him whenever he closes his eyes. Eyes of his 



traitorous _best friend_, eyes that would scrunch whenever he 
laughed, eyes that were now unseeing after Robb put a sword through 
his heart. Sansa, who used to gush about dresses and knights, was 
solemn and glum and hardly smiled anymore. 

War was greedy without repentance. There was no silver lining. 

He fought for and achieved liberation for the North. He acquired 
power . 

_But what good is power if you cannot protect the ones you love?_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Author ' s Note: Statistically speaking, there is a 
positive, strong, linear correlation between the number of reviews 
and motivation to write the next chapter. :) Albeit this is 
incredibly short, it is only a testerteaser of what's to come. I 
promise future chapters will be longer. Until then.** 


End 
f lie . 



